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Preface

Lily is a beautiful woman. She’s devoted to her husband Jimmy, and she tries to keep him happy.

Lily and Jimmy work hard at keeping their sex life interesting and hot. They’ve tried date nights, they’ve had sex on the beach hoping to experience the thrill of getting caught, but those activities didn’t hold their interest for long.

Jimmy brings home a state-of-the-art video system that he installs in their bedroom, and they find the excitement they’ve been looking for. It isn’t long before they’ve accumulated disc after disc of their lovemaking.

But there’s a problem. How to pay for the expensive video equipment? Lily keeps the couple’s finances in order, so she knows they can’t afford the expensive video equipment. Lily pressures Jimmy to return the system, but he comes up with a plan. He’ll win enough money at the bi-weekly poker game to pay if all off.

Late in the game, Jimmy is holding a red hot hand, and there’s enough in the pot to allow him to pay off the video equipment with money to spare. He’s out of chips, but staying in the game is a must. He offers one last bet, a bet the other players are happy to accept.

Jimmy and Lily soon learn that sometimes you win even when you lose.

Enjoy the story.

Caprice 
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Jimmy and I were lying next to each other on our bed, watching the large, wall-mounted television across from us.

“Is that really us?” I asked, not really sure how I felt about what I was seeing.

Jimmy turned to me and smiled, his eyes glinting with excitement.

“Yes, it is,” he replied. “And it’s hot as hell. Don’t you think?”

I narrowed my eyes, taking in the vivid, high definition scene taking place on the video.

“Jesus!” I said. There I was, in all my naked glory, giving my husband a slow blowjob. My hand flew to my mouth when a terrifying thought entered my head. “Jimmy, if this ever got out I’d be so embarrassed. God. I’d just die.”

My husband and I try to keep our sex life interesting so we had tried several things, you know, all the things you read about in those magazine articles; How to Keep Him Interested, or, How To Turn Up The Heat In The Bedroom. Some of the suggestions were okay, but the excitement was short lived. 

We had tried date night, but that got a bit boring, I mean, isn’t that like scheduling sex? We tried having sex on the beach, maybe the chance of being seen would get us going. It was okay, but nothing special. 

We even rented a few porno videos, but they were too predictable, so they didn’t do much for us. But about two weeks ago Jimmy came home with another DVD.

“Let’s give this a try,” he said, handing it to me. “Maybe this one will be better.”

It was one of those Please Fuck My Wife videos where a husband brings his wife to a studio and watches her getting fucked by some young stud. But like the rest, it was pretty much standard fare.

The couple was interviewed, answering questions about their sexual experiences, the wife’s shyness showing. A moment later they were joined by a young guy who, surprise, surprise, was hung like a horse.

The husband watched as his wife, no longer shy, sucked the guy’s dick, making sure she got him big and hard. They changed positions several times when they fucked; she mounted the guy while he sat on a couch, he bent her over the back of the couch and took her from behind, and finally she laid back on the cushions, her feet on the floor while the guy was between her spread legs. It ended with her receiving a cream pie.

For me the best part of the movie was watching the guy fill her with his creamy seed and then moving away so the camera could get a close up of the money shot. It was a turn on to watch his cum drip out of her fucked pussy.  

As the video ended, Jimmy pressed himself against my butt. Wow, he was rock hard.

“I take it you liked this video?” I asked.

“Yeah, it was good,” he replied. “But I think we could do better.”  

“I think we could, too,” I said, wiggling my butt against his cock. “But I don’t think they even sell the tapes our old VHS camera uses.” Actually I didn’t even know where it was. But I wasn’t really serious when I said, “Maybe we should get some new equipment.”

That’s all it took.

A week later Jimmy came home carrying a couple of boxes and several rolls of wire. It took him two days to install everything, and when he was finished I couldn’t even see the camera until he pointed it out to me.

“There’s one camera there,” he said, pointing to what looked like a spot high up on the wall opposite our bed. “And there’s one there.” He pointed to the wall on the left side of the bed. “And one more over there,” he smiled, pointing to the wall on the right side of the bed.

“Why so many cameras” I asked. “Wouldn’t just one be enough?”

“No, this is top of the line stuff, Lily” he said. “We’ll get every angle.” He smiled and picked up a small remote. “And I can use this to get close ups while we’re…” he paused and smiled at me, “doing the dirty deed.”

“Jesus, Jimmy,” I said as I looked from one camera to the next. “How much did all this cost?”

“Let me show you how this works,” he said, ignoring my question. “All three cameras work at the same time.” He opened the closet door and pointed at a black box perched on a shelf, three tiny red lights blinking on its front. “And then we use this to edit it all and turn it into a movie.”

He turned and smiled proudly.

“Isn’t modern technology wonderful?” I said, my voice dripping sarcasm. “But how much did all this cost?”   

“Um, well, hell, Lily,” he said, his voice tight and nervous. “We’ll have a lot of fun with this.”

“Okay, I agree,” I said. “But since you won’t tell me what it all costs, I’ll assume it was expensive.” Jimmy didn’t answer so I knew I was right. “How are we going to be able to afford all this?” I asked, waving my hand around the room.

Jimmy put his hands on my shoulders and smiled.

“It’s no problem,” he said. “I’ll win enough money at next week’s poker game to pay for it all.” And then he finished with those famous last words. “Don’t worry.”

I love my husband dearly, but sometimes he just doesn’t think right. He had been on a losing streak for the last several weeks. He would have to win big just to break even on his recent losses.

But I had to admit, lying next to each other in our bed, our bodies still sweaty from our lovemaking, it was sexy watching our first homemade video. 

It was hard to believe that it was me on the screen, writhing and bucking under my husband as he fucked me with abandon. I didn’t know whether to be embarrassed or turned on. Okay, I was turned on, but a girl is entitled to a little modesty, isn’t she?

“Jimmy,” I said, as a worrisome idea filled my thoughts. “No one can ever see this.”

“Don’t worry, babe,” my husband said without taking his eyes off the television screen. “This is just for…” His words trailed off, a look of amusement on his face as he stared at the screen.

“Jimmy,” I waved my hand in front of his face. “Jimmy? Earth to Jimmy.”

He finally responded.

“It’s amazing how clear it is.” It was as if he hadn’t heard a word I said. “Your nipples show up plain as day.” He turned and smiled at me. “And they’re beautiful nipples, too.”

“Jimmy,” I said, trying to get his attention, but failing. “We need to find a good place to hide the disc. If this ever got out, if someone broke in and stole the disc. Oh, my God, I’d just die.”

“Look at you,” Jimmy said as if I hadn’t said a word. “You’re so sexy. Laying there on your belly, your legs spread, your cute little ass exposed.” He turned to me. “Look at you up there. You look so sexy sucking my cock.” He kissed my cheek. “Wow, this is going to be great.” 

I looked at the television screen again. Yeah, I had to admit it was sexy watching Jimmy’s long cock disappearing into my mouth.

“Damn, Jimmy,” I said, forgetting my worries for a moment. “I’m really good at it.”

“That’s what I’ve been telling you.”

From this angle, I could see my head bobbing up and down on Jimmy’s long cock, his smooth skin glistening with my saliva.

“Just wait,” Jimmy said. “I’m sure the camera did a good job when you were on top me too.”

And sure enough, a few minutes later I watched myself sliding up and down my husband’s cock, my pink folds spread around his shaft. His cock glistened, but this time it was from my juicy pussy.

“Damn, this is sexy,” Jimmy said. His breathing was getting louder and faster. His voice was filled with awe. “You are so sexy.”

I hardly heard what he said. Watching myself fuck my husband was turning me on.

“I wonder how good the close ups are,” he said. “I wanted us to watch it right away, so I only used the camera across from our bed.”

Jimmy had kept the remote control in his hand while I rode him. I hadn’t known it at the time, I mean I was sort of busy, but at some point he had used the remote to make the camera move in close.

“Look at that,” Jimmy said, breathing heavy. “That is so fucking hot.”

Jimmy’s erection shuddered against my thigh as we watched the camera move in closer and closer until all we could see was my ass and Jimmy’s cock disappearing into my pussy.

He pushed his erection against my thigh.

“I can’t believe you’re hard again,” I said. “We just finished.” 

“Look,” Jimmy said, ignoring what I had just said. “This is where you were going nice and slow.” He bumped me with his hard on again. “But in a little while you started…”

His words trailed off as we watched me bouncing on him faster. The camera even got it when I came and my juices flowed down his cock and coated his balls.

“The sound is fantastic, too,” Jimmy said. “That mic is really sensitive.” 

He was right. I was moaning, loudly, as I rode my husband, sliding up to the tip of his cock, then sliding back down, slowly, very slowly, until I had him completely sheathed between my slick folds.

“Jesus, Jimmy,” I said. “I thought I would be embarrassed watching this, especially hearing myself moan like a slut.” I wiggled my ass back against him. “But it’s turning me on.”

“Me too,” he said, nudging me with his erection again. “As a matter of fact, I’m ready for round two.”

My pussy was still hot and sticky from what I guess Jimmy thought of as round one. I mean, we were watching the proof of it on our big screen television.

I reached around behind me and grasped his cock and gave it a gentle squeeze.

“How about you get on top this time,” I said.

“Hell yes,” he replied, his voice filled with excitement. “I’ll just be a minute.” He got out of bed and took a fresh DVD from the box and inserted it into the recorder.

He got back into bed.

“Now, where were we?” he asked as he got between my legs.

It was fun making videos. We experimented with different positions, finding the ones that gave us the clearest view of what was happening. We quickly accumulated a nice little stack of DVD’s.

But I was still worried. I had called the store where Jimmy bought everything and inquired about their return policy. We could return it, I was told, but it had to be in the original cartons, and there would be a restocking fee.  

Unless Jimmy won at the poker game, and I mean won big, it might have to go back to where it came from.   
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Jimmy and three of his three co-workers, Thomas, Greg, and Jamal, play poker every other Friday night, each of them taking a turn at hosting, except for Jamal whose wife refused to allow gambling in her house. That meant we hosted every six weeks.

I rarely went with Jimmy when someone else hosted the game, but I had gotten to know the guys since they were at our house every few weeks. They were respectful, but of course they’d flirted with me—nothing serious, but boys will be boys, right?

I acted as barmaid and waitress when we hosted. I didn’t play, and the guys were guests in my home, so why not? Not only did I enjoy doing it but, but win or lose, the guys always tipped me at the end of the evening. Sometimes I’d get enough to buy myself something nice.

I pretty much stayed out of their conversations, and they kept their lewd jokes and risqué comments to a whisper. That’s why it surprised me when Jimmy said something during a game a few months ago that embarrassed me. 

I had just put a drink down on the table for Greg when he said something I simply couldn’t ignore.

“It’s a good thing you’re not in the game, Lily,” he said. He made me feel self-conscious when he stared at my ample breasts.

“What do you mean?” I looked at his stack of chips. “You seem to be doing well.”

“Yeah, I am.” He smiled. “But you’re a woman, so you hold all the cards.”

“Okay.” I smiled. “I’ll bite. What do you mean that women hold all the cards?” 

Jimmy answered for him, and my husband’s reply made my face redden.

“What he means, Lily, is that women have an advantage.”

I couldn’t just let it go. “How do you figure that?”

“Simple,” Jimmy said. “Women have half the money and all the pussy.” The men tried to hide their laughter, but they failed. “That’s how.”

Greg frowned. He must have noticed my embarrassment and was trying to make me feel better. 

“That’s not what I meant, Lily,” he said. “What I meant is that men are much bigger flirts than women, so women get all the attention.”

I wanted to bring the conversation to an end, so I smiled.

“I can’t argue with that,” I said. 

Jimmy likes me to dress sexy when we host, he gets a kick out of watching his co-workers checking me out. Ogling me would be a better description. But then that was partially my fault.

I take pride in knowing that Jimmy isn’t bored with me, even after nearly fifteen years of marriage. He loves it when I show off my slim body, especially when I wear short dresses that show off my long, tanned legs. He also likes to see me in my tight jeans, the ones that hug my butt—what Jimmy calls my best asset.

There have been times when we’ve talked about having a threesome, but those conversations only took place while we were having sax, so I assumed it was strictly a fantasy—it was for me, anyway.

But it left me wondering, so one night, after we had sex, I asked Jimmy about it.

“Would you be okay with a guy joining us,” I asked, “I mean, if the opportunity ever arose?”

“It depends on who the guy was,” he answered. “But it might be fun.”

Now he had my attention. I rose up on one elbow and looked at him as I spoke, trying to see if he was serious or not.

“Wouldn’t you be jealous watching me with another man?”

“Probably,” he said. “But I think it would sexy, too. Especially if the guy had a big dick.” He smiled at me. “What about you? Would you go along with it?”

I decided to have some fun with it.

“Me?” I said coyly. “You mean, would I consider letting another man fuck me? Would I consider sucking another man’s big cock? Are you asking if I’d be okay having another man empty his balls into me?” I put my hand against my throat, shocked. “Why Jimmy, how could you ask such a question?”

He put his hand between my thighs and slipped a finger into my folds.

“Because you’re soaked,” he said, moving closer to me.

I felt his hard on against my thigh.

“And you’re rock hard,” I said.

Jimmy rolled between my legs and we were right back at it again.

But we had put all that aside. We were busy having fun making tapes of ourselves in various sexual positions.

The night before the poker game I reminded Jimmy that if he didn’t win we’d probably have to return the video equipment.

“I’m glad you brought that up,” he said. “I need your help.”

“Of course,” I said and laughed. “But I’m no good at cards.”

“That’s not the kind of help I’ll need.”

“I know, I was only kidding,” I said. “I want to keep the camera equipment, so I’ll do whatever you need me to do.”

“Here’s what I want you to do.” His gaze moved over my body as he spoke. “I want you to dress sexy, I mean really sexy. I want you to show off those fine legs of yours, show lots of cleavage, too.” He smiled wickedly. “And wear something that will hug your ass. I want you to distract the guys. Do you think you can do that?”

I laughed. 

“Isn’t that cheating?” I asked.

“Cheating?” He smiled. “No, it’s not cheating. I’m just using every advantage I have.”

“So,” I said jokingly. “I’m just an advantage?”

Jimmy pulled me close and stared into my grey eyes.

“I love you,” he said, suddenly very serious. “And you should know that by now. I just can’t imagine my world without you in it.”

What a guy, right?

So I couldn’t say no. I mean, what kind of wife would I be if I refused to be one of my husband’s advantages? I’m very comfortable about my body, so I enjoy dressing sexy, and I like the attention I get from men when I do.

“Maybe I’ll bring you luck, too,” I said.

“So you’ll do it?” Jimmy asked expectantly.

“Yeah, sure, why not?” I said. “Do you really think I’ll be able to distract the guys?”  

“Hell, Lily,” Jimmy said. “You could distract a dead man.”

I was glad to see that Jimmy was taking this seriously. He knew our video fun and games would be over if he didn’t win. I’m not sure which of us would have been more disappointed if we had to return our new cameras.

I could feel Jimmy’s erection against my thigh as he pulled me to him. Like I said, he loves when I dress sexy, and just thinking about it was getting him excited.
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I was standing in front of the mirror when Jimmy poked his head into our bedroom.

“Are you ready, Lily,” he asked. “The guys will be here soon.” Before I could answer, he gave a low whistle. “Whoa! You look sexy as hell.”

Frowning, I turned around.    

“You don’t think it’s too much?”

My husband’s eyes were all over me as he walked into the bedroom. When he reached me, he grasped my shoulders and held me at arm’s length.

“Hell no, it’s not too much,” he said. “You look fantastic.”

I had spent a lot of time getting ready for tonight. I especially liked my new hairstyle, a French Cut, the stylist had called it. The ends curled under and touched my chin, framing my heart-shaped face with my glowing blond hair. I wore green eye shadow to highlight my pale grey eyes, and the crimson lipstick glistening my full lips set off my tanned skin nicely. But I think it was my clothes that impressed my husband.

I looked down at myself, smoothing my hands over my short skirt.

“I don’t know about this skirt, Jimmy,” I said. I looked back over my shoulder, staring at my backside in the mirror. “Damn, Jimmy,” I frowned. “If I bend over my ass will be on display.”

“I know.” He wiggled his eyebrows. “That’s why I asked you to wear your thong.”

I gave my husband a sideways glance. “What exactly do you have in mind?”

“I just want you to distract the guys,” he said. “You’ll be helping me win.”

“I know.” I looked down at my body again. “But, I’m not sure…” 

“Look at yourself, Lily.” Jimmy turned me slowly until I was staring at my image in the full length mirror. “Yes, your skirt is short, and those heels make it look even shorter.” He put his chin on my shoulder. “But you have beautiful, nicely-defined long legs.” He stepped back and his gaze moved down my body. “And your ass,” he sucked in a breath between his teeth. “What can I say? You have a great ass, so why not show it off a little?”

I tilted my head back against his shoulder.

“I’ll take your word for it,” I said softly. “I’m just a little nervous about this, that’s all. I don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea.” 

“You look great,” he said. “And don’t worry. You’ll just be distracting the guys, they won’t think anything of it. I mean, hell, I’ll be right there so they wouldn’t try anything.” He gave my shoulders a gentle squeeze. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

“You’re sure?”

“Remember what I told you?” He smiled. “A short skirt makes a woman look taller—and it makes a man look longer.” He took a step back, gazed at my butt, and said, “Damn, baby, you are beautiful.”

I knew Jimmy liked when I dressed sexy, but I trusted him. He would never allow me to look cheap, so I felt better about how I was dressed. 

Jimmy’s hands moved off my shoulders and he gently rubbed my upper arms. “This spandex top shows off your big tits too. Good choice.”

“Jesus, Jimmy,” I said. “They’re only 34B’s.

“Yes, baby.” He kissed my neck. “But they’re Killer B’s.”

I smiled nervously.

“If you say so.”

He turned me in the circle of his arms.

“Well, I say so,” he said. He gathered me into an embrace. “You’re going to distract even me.”

I picked up my string of pearls and held the ends as I laid it on my chest.

“Hook these on for me, will you?” I asked.

My husband’s hand felt warm on my skin when he gently brushed my hair aside and clasped the ends of the necklace together. 

“They’re Mikimoto,” Jimmy had said when he clasped them around my neck for the first time three years ago—on our fifteenth wedding anniversary. “Only the best for my girl.”

They were lovely. I watched the white pearls pick up the color of my skin, their deep luster turning pink. I don’t know why, exactly, but I always felt sexy when I wore them. 

The doorbell rang, making us both flinch.

“I’ll get the door,” he said. He kissed my shoulder and left. 

I stared at myself in the mirror and told myself that I had dressed like this many times when Jimmy and I went out. But tonight was different. I mean, I know these guys, they’re not just strangers in a club. But my husband wanted me to distract them, give him an edge so he could win the money we needed. Staring at myself in the mirror, I had to admit that the way I was dressed was sure to do that.

I heard Jimmy talking to whoever had arrived. But there was an excitement in his voice, an exuberance I had never seen or heard before—except during sex—but never about game of poker.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

“Give em’ hell, Lily,” I mumbled. “You might even enjoy it.”

I took a deep breath and stepped out of the bedroom.
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We use our den to host the games because it’s just off the kitchen and has easy access to our bedroom and its connecting bathroom. When the game goes late, which it often does, a player can take a break, use the bathroom, and even take a short rest on the cushioned arm chair in the corner. It’s a good set up, very comfortable for everyone.

Jimmy and his co-workers were standing around the green felt-topped card table when I walked into the den. I immediately felt the heat of four sets of eyes on me, and my skin warmed when I imagined what they might be thinking as they undressed me with their eyes.

There was Thomas, a tall, barrel-chested teddy bear of a man. His friendly smile dimpled his cheeks, which only made him more handsome. In the 1920’s they would have called him a big lug or a palooka. Now he’d just be called country fed.

He is about forty-years-old, maybe a bit older, and his hair is free of any hint of grey, but it’s beginning to thin on top. Thomas had never flirted with me, but I have noticed that his blue eyes spent more time following my ass around the room than they did on the cards he held during previous poker nights.

Greg was young, mid-twenties at most. Bald as a billiard ball, he’s the jokester in the group. He’s tall and slender, and I like the way his dark eyes crinkle when he laughs, which was often. I have never heard him bad mouth anyone, not even the supervisor they all worked for and disliked. Not even his wife.

Greg is the newlywed of the group. I say newlywed because he’s been married for only about two years. The guys teased him, asking him why he spent every other Friday night at poker games.

“Instead of being out with the guys playing poker,” Jimmy had said one night. “You should be at home with your new wife, poking her.”

Greg took the teasing in stride.

And finally there’s Jamal, our black friend with a chip on his shoulder. He’s friendly, but intense, especially when the subject is something he cares about. Things like the lack of good schools in black neighborhoods, the crummy job opportunities for young black men, and the high rate of incarceration for black men, would bring out his intensity like nothing else.

He didn’t know it, but I once overheard him telling Jimmy that he had never been with a white woman but would like to see what it was like. He didn’t think there would be any difference between a white woman and an African-American woman.

“Women are women,” he had said to my husband. “Except I think that black women are probably less inhibited in bed than white women.”

He never explained his reasoning. 

I like the way Jamal’s dark brown eyes narrow and glisten when he talks about something he truly cares about. He’s tall, at least six-feet-four and muscular. He keeps his hair cut very short, and his skin is very dark.

He’s good looking and attractive, but it’s his intensity, his unbridled passion, that gets me excited in a way that a married woman shouldn’t get excited, at least not about another man.

And he was one of the men whose package I had noticed. And I was impressed.

They were all good guys, friendly, well-mannered most of the time, and considerate toward me.

They all sat down at the table, and because Jimmy was hosting, he was the dealer. I left the room to set up the drinks and snacks I had prepared earlier, as the game got under way.

“Okay, we’re playing five card stud, jacks or better to open, twenty dollar limit.”

As Jimmy dealt the first hand, I had no idea that my life was about to change.

By the time I had brought in the first round of drinks, Jimmy had won three hands. I hadn’t spent much time in the den yet, so I wasn’t sure if Jimmy was just having a good start or if I had had some effect on the guys.

I could be seen from the table as I moved around, pulling glasses from the cabinets, and I was sure to bend over and lean way into the refrigerator to get a beer. I had no idea if they saw me, but I knew Jimmy would tell me later.

But winning three hands so early in the game was a good beginning, so maybe Jimmy would have the big night he was hoping for.

I continued to ferry drinks and snacks from the kitchen to the card table, making sure I gave the guys a good look at my ass in my tight skirt. I was having fun teasing the men, bumping my butt against Greg’s arm when I put Jamal’s drink down on the table. Leaning over further than necessary when I put Jimmy’s drink down next to him, allowing the guys across the table to peek down my blouse at my ample chest.

When I wasn’t busy making drinks, I sat on the sofa across from the table. I chose the sofa rather than one of the plush chairs because the sofa was behind Jimmy, which meant I was facing the other three guys. It gave me the perfect opportunity to distract them.

I picked up a magazine I had already read and began slowly turning the pages, browsing through the ads. Acting as if I was lost in thought, I gently scraped my crimson fingernails over the smooth skin just above my breasts, feeling my nipples harden and press against the thin material of my blouse. I don’t know if anyone noticed, but it was making my clit tingle.  

I gave it a few more minutes and then I glanced up. Yup, the guys had noticed me. I crossed my legs, being careful to flash the smooth flesh of my upper thigh but not letting them see up my skirt. I knew it would get their attention and ensure they would keep looking, hoping they’d see more—allowing me to distract them. 

What the hell, I thought. Jimmy was winning more hands than anyone else, and not only was I having fun, but Jamal seemed to be keeping a closer eye on me than Greg and Thomas were, but they weren’t missing much either.

When I saw Thomas looking at me, I decided to be playful. I smiled at Thomas and then lowered my gaze to the magazine again. I could feel him watching me, so I made a show of licking my finger, letting my tongue linger on it, before I turned a page as noisily as I could. I glanced up quickly and saw that Jamal and Greg were also watching me now.

Wow, this was getting to be fun. 

Knowing they were watching me, I narrowed my eyes as if I was suddenly interested in the magazine, holding it up so I could read it. I gave it half a minute than I crossed my legs, slowly, a la Sharon Stone, making sure to give the guys a nice view of my black thong. I wouldn’t swear to it, but I thought I heard one of them gasp.

I was having a good time letting the guys peek up my skirt or down my blouse. I had done things like this before, when Jimmy and I went out to a club. But for some reason it felt different tonight. Maybe it was because I knew these guys, I don’t know. But what I did know is that I was becoming surprisingly aroused. 

The guys always stopped for a break after playing for two hours. They’d stretch their legs, use the bathroom, or go outside to get some fresh air. While they were gone I cleared the drink glasses and brought them out to the kitchen.

I was in the kitchen, setting out clean drink glasses and cutting snacks, when Greg came into the kitchen and leaned against the counter next to me. I didn’t think anything of it when I noticed his gaze moving over my body. Like I said, Greg is married and is always respectful, so I had nothing to worry about.

“Can I get you something?” I asked.

“Nah,” he said. “I’m fine.”

“So, how are you doing?” I asked. “Winning or losing?”

“I’m about even,” he said. “I might be down just a bit. But Jimmy seems to be having a good night.”

“It’s about time,” I replied, turning to him. “He’s had a few terrible weeks.”

“Don’t I know it?” He smiled. “I’ve taken a few bucks from him myself.”

I noticed Greg had leaned forward just enough so that he could get a look at my ass. He could easily see the swell of my butt beneath the skirt. But he didn’t even hide that he was staring when I stepped over to the sink and stood with my back to him.

I might as well take this opportunity to get his mind off the game, I told myself. I looked back over my shoulder and smiled.

“Like what you see?” I asked.

He was silent for a long beat, and I thought I had embarrassed him, but I was wrong. When he spoke his gaze never left my behind.

“Yeah I like what I see,” he said. He looked up at me and smiled. “I hope you don’t my saying this Lily, but you’ve got a killer ass.”

Greg had never been so direct with his comments before, and I wondered if he and his wife weren’t getting along or something. But there was no harm in what we were talking about.  

“Thank you,” I said. “Jimmy thinks so too.”

I thought that would put him off, it didn’t.

“You know,” he said slowly, thoughtfully, “I’ll bet the guys would pay you if you agreed to serve drinks wearing only a bikini. I know I would.”

“I don’t know if I should consider that a compliment or not,” I said. “But I do like that you think I have a nice ass.”

“A killer ass, is what I said.”

“Okay, I’m glad you like my killer ass, then.”

He held me in his gaze, as his lips stretched into a smile.

“Hell, I’d pay just to be able to touch it,” he said.

“What about your wife?” I said. “I’m sure you get to feel her ass all you want to.”

“Yeah, I do,” he said. “But your ass is way nicer than hers.”

The conversation was strange. I mean, Greg was basically a newlywed and here he was lusting after the butt of a woman at least fifteen years his senior. I mean, I’m no slouch, at five-feet-five and one-hundred-eighteen pounds, I catch young guys checking me out all the time. Especially my butt!

It was strange, but I was getting turned on. It was flattering, and I was getting wet. Why not have some fun, I asked myself. 

“Would you really pay just to feel my ass?” I asked.

“Absolutely,” he replied quickly, his gaze once again focusing on my behind.

“Really?” I asked. “How much would you pay?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Whatever it took.”  

I walked over to where he stood and leaned against the counter next to him, our sides touching. 

“Go for it,” I said. “Feel my ass. No charge!” 

Greg looked around, then leaned closer to me and slid his hand over my ass. His hand felt warm, even through the material of my skirt. 

“That was nice,” he said, taking his hand away.

“That’s it?” I asked. “That’s what you call a feel?”

He looked around.

“Jimmy would kill me if he came out here and saw me feeling your ass.”

“Jimmy has a good sense of humor,” I said. “He’d probably be flattered, saying it’s cool that a young guy was lusting after me.”

“And I am,” he said. When I gave him a quizzical look, he said, “Lusting after you.”

“Oh, please.” I put my hand on his shoulder and smiled. “I’m not old enough to be your mother, but still…”

“Your age has nothing to do with it, Lily,” he said, his voice just above a whisper. “You’re a beautiful woman, sexy, pretty.” He smiled wide. “And you have a killer ass.”

“Okay, then.” I smiled encouragingly. “Go ahead, get a good feel.” 

He put his hand in the center of my lower back and slid it down, pressing a finger along the cleft between my cheeks. I actually meant that he could put his hand under my skirt, but I wasn’t going to tell him that. But as his hand lingered on my ass, I could hear his breathing coming faster, and I gasped when he grasped one of my firm cheeks and began kneading it.

“Damn,” he said. “Your ass if really firm. Are you wearing spandex panties or something?”

“Hell no,” I said defensively. “I’m wearing a thong, so what you’re feeling is me, and only me.”

“Damn,” he said again. “Then you really do have a firm ass.”

He was still touching my ass, but his hand was moving lower. I could hear the chairs in the den scraping against the floor. The game was about to begin again. But I didn’t stop him when he slipped his hand under my short skirt and moved it up, his fingers spread out across my warm, bare cheek.

“Fuck, that’s nice,” he said, drawing in a breath. “Jimmy is a lucky guy.”

“Greg.” His hand fell away when Jimmy called out. “We’re starting back up.

“Speaking of lucky.” I nodded toward the den. “Sounds like the game is about to begin again.”

He just stood there for a beat, and that’s when I saw the bulge in his pants. He had a hard on. Jesus, just from touching my ass? Talk about inflating my ego!

He smiled at me. “Thanks,” he said. He looked down at the bulge in his pants, and his face turned red when he saw that I noticed.

“Sorry about that,” he said, adjusting his pants, trying to hide the bulge.

“Don’t be,” I said softly.

He walked back into the den, and I waiting until I heard his chair legs scraping against the floor before I stepped over to the sink to finish what I was doing when I decided to let Greg feel my ass.

I stood at the sink and without realizing it, I was pushing my hips against the counter, its edge pressed against my mound. I was wet, and my pussy tingled as I applied more pressure, raising up on my toes just enough to allow the edge of the counter to press against my vulva.

I stood a little higher and leaned in, letting the edge press against my pussy, feeling the pressure of it against my tender clit. I felt the familiar heat in my belly telling me that if I didn’t stop I’d make a mess of my thong.

I sighed and stood straight, releasing the pressure on my sex.

“Damn,” I mumbled at my image in the window. “I hope the guy doesn’t go too late.”

I dried my hands and picked up the tray of drinks and walked back into the den.
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An hour later, Jimmy sat out a hand and went to the bathroom. I gave him a couple of minutes and went into the bedroom and waited for him. He seemed surprised to see me standing by the bed when he came out of the bathroom.

“What?” he said with a smile. “You want a quickie?”

“No.” I slapped his shoulder playfully. “But what I would like is for you to call it a night. You’re ahead, by a lot it looks like.”

“A few hundred dollars,” he said proudly.

“Good,” I said. “You won’t tell me how much the video equipment costs, but your winnings must be close to what you need to pay it all off.” I stepped closer and put my hands flat against his chest. “Call the game, and when the guys leave I’ll give you a fifteen-hundred dollar blowjob.”

“Fifteen-hundred, huh,” he said, ignoring my offer, obviously annoyed. “You counted my chips?”  

“Yeah, so?” I could feel his anger building as I watched him. “Look, Jimmy, I just think you should quit while you’re ahead, that’s all. You’re hosting, so you can call the game any time you want to. That’s the rule.” Since my first offer didn’t connect, I threw in another incentive. “If you lose the money you have, we’re going to have to return the cameras. You do understand that, right?”

“I know the rules, Lily,” he said, his annoyance building. “And here’s another rule. It’s bad luck to count your money before the game ends.” 

It’s like he hadn’t heard a word I said. He started to walk toward the door, but I stepped in front of him and put my arms over his shoulders.

“Come on, Jimmy,” I said. “It’s getting late. Call the game. Cash in. We can have a good time after everyone leaves.” I kissed his lips. “Please.”

”Cash in?” he said, incredulous. “But I’m winning. Why would you want me to stop now?”

“Jimmy,” I said. “How many times have you been ahead early in the game, only to lose it all later?”

My husband just stared at me, his eyes moving over my face.

“I understand what you’re saying.” He smiled and brushed a few strands of blond hair off my face. “But tonight it feels different somehow. Maybe it’s because of what you’re doing, maybe the distraction thing is working—I’ve noticed how the guys can’t keep their eyes off your cute little ass.”

I had a sudden image of Greg and me in the kitchen, his hand squeezing my ass. I shook it away.

“Come on, Jimmy.” I ignored his comment about my ass. “You’ve won enough money to pay for everything.”

“Tell you what.” He put two fingers under my chin and tipped my face up. “If I don’t win the next two hands,” he kissed me, “I’ll call the game.” He kissed me again. “How’s that?” 

“Okay, baby.” I knew my argument was going nowhere. “But promise me that if you start losing you’ll cash in and call it a night. We’ll at least have enough to pay for some of our new toy.” 

Jimmy smiled the warm smile I loved. “I promise.” He kissed my lips gently. “But you have to promise me something, too.”

“Sure, anything,” I said.

“When I win big,” he squared his shoulders confidently, “I want you to promise that I’ll get that blowjob you just offered.”

I laughed. “Sure, you got it,” I said. “And you can even tape it.”

“Now that’s reason enough for me to win,” he said. “I better get back out to the game.”

“I’m going to take a break,” I said. “I think I’ll lay down for a few minutes.”

Jimmy opened the bedroom door and turned to me.

“Everything’s going to be fine, Lily,” he said. “Take a break, I’ll see you in a little bit.”

He smiled and stepped out, closing the door behind him.

I kicked off my heels and laid down. I sighed deeply and closed my eyes.

I woke to the sound of running water. I sat up in bed as Greg stepped out of the bathroom. He spoke while he dried his hands on a towel.

“You’ve been asleep for two hours,” he said.

I looked at my watch. “Has it been that long?”

“Yeah.” He smiled. “Bartending must be hard work.” 

“Is the game over?” I swung my legs over the side of the bed and slipped my feet into my heels.

“It is for me,” he said. “I’ve lost more money than I care to think about.” My skirt had moved up while I slept, and his gaze lingered on the exposed pale flesh of my upper thighs. “I’m in on one more hand. If I lose then I’m leaving.” His gaze rose and he looked straight at me. “If your husband had any sense he’d leave too.”

“So the game is still going on?” I asked. 

“At least for a couple of guys it is.”

I looked at him, almost afraid to ask the next question. But I had to know. “How’s Jimmy doing?” 

“I hate to be the one to tell you this.” He looked at the closed door then back to me. “Your husband is losing his shirt out there.” He tossed the towel onto the bathroom vanity. “And if I were you I’d get out there and try to get him out of the game before he bets, ah, hell, before he bets more than you’re willing to lose.”

He frowned and walked out of the room before I could ask him what he meant.

I went into the bathroom and used the mouthwash to freshen up, then applied a new layer of lipstick and powder. After brushing my hair I stepped out into the main room.

As soon as I saw Jimmy I knew something was very wrong.
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Greg didn’t look up from his cards, but Thomas and Jamal did, their eyes moving over my body as if they were inspecting a prized possession. I looked at Jimmy but he averted his gaze.

“Jimmy?” I said, eyeing the bare felt in front of him where before my break I had seen several stacks of chips. When he didn’t answer I raised my voice.

“Jimmy!” I said, louder. When he turned to me, I raised an eyebrow in a WTF way. He shrugged his shoulders and frowned, then turned his attention back to the game.

A minute that seemed like an hour passed before I heard Thomas’s voice. 

“The bet’s to you,” Thomas said, nodding at Jimmy.

Jimmy studied his cards nervously and when he tapped the table top with his fingertips I knew he had a good hand; it was the only time he did that. I’m sure the guys had picked up on that little detail, but that worked well, too, since it also allowed Jimmy to pull a bluff. But was he bluffing now?

He looked around the table, his gaze stopping for a short beat on each man’s chips. He sighed and tossed two blue chips, his last, into the center of the table.

“I’ll open with forty dollars,” he said. He put his cards face down on the table, then folded his arms across his chest as he sat back in his chair.

Greg scrunched his lips and let his gaze move around the table like Jimmy’s had a few seconds before.

“Forty…?” he said softly. “Hmm, let’s see.” He held his cards up, studied them for a minute. He sighed and tossed his cards onto the table. “This is too rich for me,” he said. “I’m out.” 

Jamal didn’t hesitate. Without saying anything, he tossed two blue and one white chip onto the pile.

“I’m in,” he said. “And I raise you ten,”

Thomas was next.

He gazed from one player to the next, and his eyes narrowed when he stared at the cards in his hand.

He looked up at me, then smiled as he turned his attention back to the game. “I’m in,” he said, tossing his chips into the pile in the center of the table.

There was easily seven or eight hundred dollars in chips piled in the center of the table. It was now up to Jimmy to either call, which meant he had to ante up another ten dollars, or raise it by adding more. He could do neither since he had no chips left. He was busted. Jimmy stared at the cards in his hand and sighed.

I knew he thought he had a good hand, but he had no more money to bet.

“Let me check my purse,” I said to Jimmy. “I’ll be right back.”

I went into the bedroom and checked my little stash, the money most women hide in the zippered compartments in their purse. But there was only seven quarters and two nickels. Not nearly enough to keep Jimmy in the game.

When I returned to the table, I saw that the pot had grown considerably, and Jimmy was still in the game. How the hell had he done that, I wondered.

It was then that I noticed that Jamal, Greg, and Thomas were all looking at me, their eyes roaming over my body. I turned back to Jimmy and gave him another WTF look, but he quickly averted his eyes.

“Are you gonna tell her?” Thomas asked my husband.

My eyes moved from one man to another until they reached Jimmy.

“Tell her what?” I asked.

“Why don’t you guys take a break on the back porch,” Jimmy said as the men stood. “And take your cards with you.”

A moment later the back door closed, leaving me and Jimmy alone in our den. Jimmy’s face reddened as he looked up at me.
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“What’s going on, Jimmy?” I asked.

“I have a really good hand, Lily,” he said as he held his cards up for me to see. “A really good hand.”

I could see three jacks and a nine of clubs, but I couldn’t make out the fifth card. But judging by the way Jimmy was acting, I knew there was either another jack or a nine under the last card, so I didn’t bother asking him about it.

“Okay, I agree, it’s a good hand,” I said. “So what’s going on?” When Jimmy didn’t answer I raised my voice. “What’s going on, Jimmy!”

“It’s the bet,” he said, his gaze moving to the pile of chips in the center of the table.

“Yeah,” I said. “There’s a lot of money on the table.” 

“Best I can remember, there’s about twelve hundred there,” he said.

I stared at him. “How can you still be in the game? You only had forty dollars when the hand started.” I looked at the pile of chips again. “Where did all that money come from?”

He stared at me for a long beat, his eyes moving over my face.

“Jimmy…?”

“It’s mostly Jamal’s and Thomas’s,” he said, his voice almost a whisper. “Their bets.”

“Okay, so my question stands,” I said. “How is it that you’re still in the game?” 

He stared at me for a long beat before answering.

“I bet the most valuable thing I have.” His lips stretching into a trembling smile. “And the guys agreed.”

I looked around the room as if I expected to see what he could have bet that was worth that much money. When Jimmy slipped his hand into mine I turned and faced him, my eyes narrowed. I watched Jimmy’s Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed.

“I bet you,” he said.

I smiled, then his words sank in.

“Wait. What?” I said. Jimmy straightened in his chair as I stared at him. “What do you mean, ‘you bet me?’”

“I have a really good hand, Lily,” he said again. “Look.” I didn’t even look at them this time, when he held his cards up to me expectantly. “I can’t lose.”

“What do you mean you bet me?” I repeated, ignoring what he said about his good hand.  “What exactly does that mean?”

He stared at me for a long minute, his eyes darting everywhere except at me. Finally, swallowing again, he explained.

“If I lose,” he said slowly, then added quickly, “which I can’t.” He paused for a short beat before saying, “You’ll have to, you know, be with…”

It finally hit me. My husband had bet me, which I took to mean that I’d have to do whatever this hand’s winner wanted me to do.

“I’ll have to be with whoever wins?” I asked. “Is that it?”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “But not only one.”

“Not only one what?” I asked, my voice tightening with fear. “What are you saying?”

“Well, since they’ve all agreed to kick in their money and let me slide, then you’d have to be with all three men if I lose. Well, not Greg now that he dropped out.”

At least this time he didn’t say but I can’t lose.

I wondered if Greg had dropped out on purpose. Maybe it was because he was married, and if that was the reason than he was more of a gentleman than any of the rest of them. Jamal was married, but I guess that didn’t matter to him.

I looked at Jimmy, and I could feel my face turning warm. Of course he could lose. Poker is as much a game of chance as it is a game of skill, and Jimmy didn’t have much skill. Would he be lucky?

I stared down at my husband, and my skin prickled as if a thousand bees were stinging me. I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I picked up someone’s half-full glass and drained it in one gulp. I slammed the empty glass down on the table and turned to my husband. 

“What the fuck, Jimmy?” I asked loudly. “What the fuck!”

“It’s gonna be okay, Lilly.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “I won’t lose.”

“No, this is bullshit,” I said. “Break the bet.”

“I can’t,” Jimmy said, his lower lip beginning to tremble, a sure sign that he was anxious, nervous.

“Why not?”

“I just can’t.” He looked out the window at the three men standing on our back porch. “You know how it is. You can’t welsh on a bet.”

I covered my face with both my hands. “Jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy,” was all I could get past my shock.

“Look,” Jimmy said and took my hand in his. “Let’s call the guys in and finish the hand. You’ll see, I won’t lose. You’ve seen my hand.”

I hadn’t seen all of it, but it didn’t matter.

“And what if you do lose?”

Jimmy hung his head and bit his lower lip. “Then you’ll have to do what they want,” he mumbled, his voice barely above a whisper.

“And you’re okay with this?” I asked, my voice getting louder. “I mean, let’s just play make believe here for a minute, okay?” Jimmy just stared at me. “Let’s make believe that you lose this hand. Are you going to be okay with me taking these guys into the bedroom and doing…?” I paused, not knowing what to say. But then I found my voice. “No wait, you deserve this, asshole.” I put my hands on the table and leaned toward Jimmy. “No, bullshit. If these guys win, I want you to know that I will honor the bet. I will let them do whatever they want to me. Do you understand?”

Jimmy only nodded.
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My insides shook as Thomas, Greg, and Jamal, walked in and headed toward the table, their eyes moving from me to Jimmy then back to me. When they sat down at the table, they all looked up at me with grins on their faces.

“He told you?” Jamal asked.

“Yes, my dumb-ass husband told me.”

Thomas said the dumbest thing I think I’ve ever heard a man say.

“Just so you know,” he said. “It’s not just the bet. All three of us would love to fuck you, even if there wasn’t money on the table.” Each man turned his face away as Thomas paused and looked from one man to the other. “I mean that, ah, you know, we’ve all had the hots for you for a long time.” He searched each face, obviously hoping that someone would help him out. “Lily, try to understand…”

It was Jamal who finally got Thomas to shut up.

“You know, Thomas, my mother always said that if you find yourself in a hole, stop digging!”

“Oh, yeah, yeah,” Thomas said.

Jamal looked up at me.

“Just so you understand, Lilly.” He looked around the table before turning his gaze back on me. “No matter what happens here,” he nodded at the stack of chips in the center of the table. “You have the final say. If you say no, then it’s no. I’ll forgo the money owed to me, and I’m sure Thomas and Greg will too.” He stopped and looked at Greg. “Well, not Greg, he’s not in the game now. But just so you know, nobody here is going to force you into anything.”

Thomas nodded their ascent.

I stared at each man for a beat before settling my gaze on Jimmy. I sighed deeply.

“No,” I said and looked directly into my husband’s brown eyes as I continued. “If my husband loses I won’t welsh on the bet.” I put a wide smile on my face. “If you lose this hand, it will be my pleasure to see that they get what they bet on.”

Jamal and Thomas exchanged looks, smiles brightening their faces.

“I won’t lose,” Jimmy said.

I was pissed, but I also wanted to teach my husband a lesson. Truth be told, I thought, it might be exciting, and it might even be fun. Jamal and Thomas were both attractive, and when I thought about the bulge I had seen in Jamal’s pants I felt my stomach quiver with arousal.

But I couldn’t put aside the fact that Jimmy should have asked me first.

“You won’t lose, huh?” I said sarcastically. “Actually? I hope you do.” 

I leaned into Jamal, pressing my ass against his arm, as I reached behind my neck and unclasped my pearl necklace. “If my idiot husband loses I will do everything you guys ask me to do.” I looked at my husband. “That’s the bet, right?” Jimmy didn’t say anything. “Right?” Jimmy nodded slowly. I looked from Thomas to Jamal and said, “Good luck,” then tossed my string of pearls onto the pile of chips. “Now let’s get this going.”

“Okay, Thomas,” Jimmy said, “Show you hand.”

Thomas slowly turned his cards over and laid them on the table. I knew Jimmy had three jacks and a nine, but I hadn’t seen his fifth card. If it was a nine it was a good hand, but if it was a jack then it was a great hand. 

Thomas moved his hand away, revealing two tens, a five, a four, and a three. He looked at me and smiled.

It wasn’t much of a hand, but he didn’t know what Jamal or Jimmy had.

“It’s to you, Jamal,” Jimmy said.

We all stared at the cards still in Jamal’s hand.

Jamal looked at me and smiled as he turned his cards over, fanning them out over the table top.

“Three queens, two sevens.”

I wondered how he was able to talk through the wide smile stretching his lips.

I felt the room shift when Jimmy sagged in his chair.

“Three jacks,” he said. He tossed his cards aside. He didn’t have a second nine or a fourth jack or he would have said so. He would have won. 

“You bet me when all you had was three of a kind?” I asked, the heat in my voice unmistakable. Jimmy wouldn’t look at me.

Jamal reached out and circled the pile of chips, and my necklace, with his arms and dragged it all toward him. He lifted my necklace and let it dangle from two fingers. He smiled at me and rubbed them against his cheek.  

“They’re still warm,” he said.   

I smiled at Jimmy as Jamal slid his warm, heavy arm around my narrow waist and pulled me to him.

He looked up at me. “The deal still goes, Lily,” he said. “You don’t have to do anything at all. As Mrs. Reagan so famously said, ‘Just Say No.’”

Everyone except Jimmy laughed.

I looked down at him as I leaned into his sturdy body. He smiled at Jimmy as he began gently kneading my ass, his fingers pressing into my cheek. “I don’t welsh on a bet,” I said.  

“You ever been with a black man, Lily?” he asked.

“No,” I smiled at Jimmy. “Not yet.”

Jamal held me in his hot gaze and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of you.” He stood and held his hand out to me. “Which way to the bedroom?”

As I led him from the table, he turned to Thomas. “You coming?”
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I stood in the center of my bedroom, my hands at my sides, my thoughts racing. What the hell was Jimmy thinking, why the hell did I agree to be the bet?

I had watched the final hand play out, thinking it was all a ruse. Jimmy would never allow two men to have me—use me how they wanted. I knew Jamal and Thomas, and even though I had caught them checking me out many times, I really didn’t think they would follow through if they won. Apparently I was wrong.

My head was filled with these thoughts until the thud of the bedroom door closing pulled me from my frenzied reverie. Thomas and Jamal were both looking at me, smiling wickedly. The blood rushing past my ears was so loud I wondered if they could hear it. 

“So how do we start?” Thomas asked Jamal.

Jamal motioned me over.

“You okay with this?” he asked, obviously concerned. “I don’t mean not welshing on a bet.” He looked deep into my eyes. “What I mean is, are you okay with what’s going to happen?”

I nodded nervously.

“Be sure, Lily,” he said, his voice deep and serious, his dark eyes focused on mine. “Because I’m not going to hold back. I don’t care that your husband is my friend, or that he’s in the next room. My only concern is you. I don’t want you to feel obligated. Nothing will happen if you simply tell me you want out.”

When I didn’t answer, Jamal put two fingers under my chin and tipped my head up. “It’s okay if you say no.” He looked down my body, then back up to my eyes. “You’re beautiful, and I’ve wanted you for a long time.” He looked at Thomas. “And from what Thomas said, so has he.” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “If you don’t want this to happen, now’s the time to say so. The bet has nothing to do with this any longer. Stay because you want to. Leave if you want. It’s up to you.”

When I looked at Thomas, he smiled and nodded his head. I turned back to Jamal.

“I wouldn’t be standing here if I didn’t want to be here,” I said.

Jamal smiled. “Okay, but you can stop this anytime you want to. Just say the word and Thomas and I will be out of here.”

“If we don’t get started soon,” I said. “I’ll chicken out.” 

I was nervous, any woman would be under the circumstances, but at the same time the situation felt lewd and reckless, and surprisingly, I thought that was sexy.

“Okay, then,” Jamal said. “Let’s get started.” 
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I flinched when Jamal put his hands on my shoulders.

“Sorry,” I said.

“No problem. I’m just going to try to relax you, that’s all.” He turned me until my back was to him.

My stomach did flip flops when he moved so close to me I could smell his aftershave. But I relaxed when he began slowly, gently, massaging my shoulders, kneading his strong fingers into my tight muscles. My shoulders sagged as the anxiety drained out of my body.  

“I think the first thing we need to do is relax this beautiful lady,” he said.

“Oh, don’t worry.” He smiled at me. “You’ll be relaxed by the time our two hours are up.”

“Two hours?” I asked.

“Didn’t Jimmy—“

“Doesn’t matter,” I said, stopping whatever Thomas was about to say. I was already pissed off at Jimmy for betting me, treating me like I was just so many chips. Not giving me all the details just added to my anger. Maybe it was my way of getting back at Jimmy, but I decided that I would show these two men what I was capable of. I looked at Thomas. “There’s no time limit.”

Jamal and Thomas exchanged smiles.

“What I meant,” Jamal said, getting the conversation back on track, “is that we’ll all have a better time if Lily’s not so uptight.” He leaned in and kissed my neck at the sensitive spot where it meets my shoulder. I shivered at the soft touch of his warm lips. “Don’t you agree, Lily?” He dug his fingers tighter into my muscles to make his point.

“Umm,” I moaned softly, unable to say more.  

The tension and fear coiling my body began to loosen and fade as Jamal worked his strong hands into my muscles. I had no illusions about what these two men wanted, what their intentions were, but for now I took a deep breath and tried to relax.

“Does this feel good?” 

“Oh, yes,” I moaned softly. “It feels really good.” I was surprised at my reaction, but his hands felt good. So did the warmth coming off his body.

Jamal leaned in close to my ear and said, “Lay down on the bed and we’ll give you a proper massage.”

I braced myself for what I knew would happen soon. It was inevitable, these two men would have their fun. I could still say no, I could still put a stop to this, but that’s not what I wanted. Jimmy had put me in this position, and I was going to make the best of it.   

“Maybe you should step out of those heels,” Thomas said.

“No,” Jamal said quickly. “No. Keep the heels.” Without releasing my shoulders, he took a step back and looked down at my ass. “Oh, yeah, definitely keep the heels.”

They talked about what I should and shouldn’t wear as if I wasn’t even in the room. It made me nervous, but I felt an unexpected arousal building deep inside me. I liked being treated like this, it was making my pussy tingle.  

Jamal released my shoulders and nudged me toward the bed.

“Do I have to take my clothes off?” I asked. I wouldn’t refuse them, but I had thought I’d be able to go into the bathroom to chance. Jamal’s answer both surprised me and made my spine tingle with excitement.

Jamal turned me until I was facing him, and a leering smile spread across his face. “No, you don’t,” he said. “But if you don’t, then we’ll do it for you.” His smile disappeared. “Actually, I’d prefer that.”

His words shivered through me like an electric current. I didn’t want them to get rough, but I liked that Jamal was letting me know that he was taking charge.  

I gazed from one man to the next, not moving. They were serious, I had no doubt. They had won me in a bet, and I had no one to blame but Jimmy. Oh, I could refuse and just leave the room. But a bet is a bet, I told myself. I was going to go through with it even though I knew I didn’t have to, so maybe this was as much my fault as it was Jimmy’s.

I sighed, wondering what I had gotten myself into, as I unzipped my skirt and let it fall in a circle around my feet. I noticed the bulge in Thomas’s pants for the first time. It wasn’t as big as Jamal’s, but Thomas was no slouch.

I looked up and saw Thomas grinning from ear to ear.

“You won’t be disappointed,” he said.

I lowered my gaze shyly, and then I slowly pulled my blouse up over my head and tossed it on the chair in the corner.  

“Very nice,” Both men said in unison. 

My body shook as I stood in front of these two men wearing nothing but my black thong and matching black lace bra. I thought I’d be embarrassed, resentful for being made to do this, but instead a rush of heat flooded into my body.

The air crackled with sensuality as Jamal stepped behind me. He stroked my arms, gliding his fingertips down from my shoulders and then up from my wrists. My heart beat so fast, I didn't know what to do.

"You look fucking hot," he said.

"Hmm," I said without looking at him.

“Lay down on the bed,” Jamal said softly. “It’ll be fine, you’ll see.”

I got on the bed and laid down, feeling my skin flush. I didn’t know exactly when it started, but I became aware that I was wet, and my pussy throbbed with pleasure.

My body was responding to the situation all on its own.
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I shivered with anticipation as Jamal and Thomas approached the bed from opposite sides, their eyes soaking in my near nudity as they sat on either side of me. I closed my eyes when Jamal put one hand on my thigh, the other on my quivering stomach.

“Umm,” I moaned as he began moving one hand along my thigh, his fingers barely touching my skin.

“Feel good?” he asked. I nodded.

I reached behind my head and grasped the slats of the headboard, stretching and giving them complete access to my body. Thomas cupped my breast with one hand and stroked the sensitive skin on the back of my arm with the other one.

With four hands gently caressing me, goosebumps erupted on my skin. They were bathing me in attention, and I was beginning to respond. They weren’t in a hurry, allowing me time to enjoy what they were doing. It wasn’t what I had expected.

Thomas cupped my breast, squeezing slightly. 

“Wouldn’t it be better if that bra wasn’t in the way?” he asked.

“Yeah, I think you’re right,” Jamal said without asking me.

Thomas reached over to unclasp my bra, but Jamal stopped him. He looked at me.

“You do it,” he said. “Show us your big tits.”

I hesitated, struggling with my last vestiges of modesty. 

“Come on, girl,” he said. “The clock’s ticking and I need every minute for what I have planned for you.”

The clasp was in the front, so I reached between my breasts and unhooked it. Thomas whistled softly as I peeled the thin material away from my heaving breasts. 

“Just look at those titties,” Jamal said, obviously impressed. 

“Damn,” Thomas said as my nipples hardened in the cool air. “He’s right, you have great tits.” He took my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pinched. “And you have beautiful nipples.”

I moaned in reply, as he gently played with my breasts. He’d knead my left breast, pressing his fingers into the soft pillows of flesh, then lightly pinch my nipple, eliciting a soft moan. Then he’d move to my right breast, kneading it and pinching my nipple before going back to my left breast. He did this for a minute or two, alternating between each breast, increasing the pressure on my nipples each time he returned to it.

I have very sensitive nipples, and what Thomas was doing was getting me excited, but I was still surprised to find myself moaning softly as he pinched my nipple again, harder still.

My skin warmed, and my clit throbbed, as I got caught up in what was happening.   

“I think she likes what you’re doing,” Jamal said as he began rubbing his rough hands over my thighs.

“I know I’m enjoying it.” Thomas cupped my left breast again, his smooth palm pressed against my pebbled nipple.

Jamal’s hands were busy, moving up and down my thighs, and gliding his fingertips over my stomach, causing involuntary contractions of my abs. Slowly, gently, his fingers moved down my stomach, getting closer to the small triangle of material coving my sex. 

“Why don’t you get undressed, Thomas?” Jamal spoke without taking his eyes from my nearly naked body. 

“Good idea.”

Thomas released my breast and got off the bed. I closed my eyes, but I could hear the rustle of his clothes as he got out of them.

As Thomas undressed, Jamal continued to explore my warm flesh. He moved his hand between my thighs and gently nudged them apart. He slid a thick finger over the material of my thong, massaging the moist cleft between my pussy lips. I closed my eyes and trembled as his finger lingered on my clit. I moaned and grasped his upper arm, squeezing his hard muscle as he applied more pressure to my clit.

I kept my eyes closed when I felt the mattress sag as Thomas got back on the bed. When he shifted his big, soft body I felt something smooth bump my shoulder. I gasped when I turned. Thomas was naked and kneeling next to my face. His thick erection, the deep hole at the tip glistening with precum, was only inches from my face. He was staring down at me, an expectant look on his face.

“I said you wouldn’t be disappointed, didn’t I?” He nudged his cock closer to my mouth. “It’s not all that long, but I think you’re going to like how thick it is.”

He was right. It wasn’t long, probably just a bit more than six inches, but he wasn’t exaggerating, it was thick. As thick as my wrist!

Bobbing so close to my face, I could see the blue veins running down the length of it. His balls were big and hung down between his thick, hairy legs. He grasped his cock at the base and slid his smooth cockhead over my lips. Without even thinking about it, my tongue poked out, and I tasted his precum when I flicked it against his head. The contact made Thomas shudder.

He slowly pushed his thick, swollen head over my tongue. The skin was smooth and firm. He tasted warm and a little salty when I took his head into my wet mouth. 

My eyes locked on his as he cradled my head with his hands, pushing in, moving deeper into my mouth.

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “That’s it. Open your mouth. Suck me.”

My pussy was aflame with desire.   

Jamal’s fingers were playing over the thin, damp cloth of my thong, and the movement was making my clit throb. He nudged my thighs open, and I voluntarily spread my legs in an indecent gesture. I arched my back, giving him full access to my tingling sex and letting him know I wanted more. Much more. 

I was no longer afraid, no longer reluctant, and no longer simply accepting what was happening. No, I was giving in to them willingly, letting each of them claim me in their own way. The resentment I’d felt earlier had slipped away, replaced by a throbbing desire that only their cocks could fulfill.  

Thomas was nudging his dick against my lips, so I opened my mouth and let him push it in. His head filled my mouth, and I couldn’t imagine how I’d be able to take more. But when he bucked his hips, his cock moved deeper into my mouth.  

“Oh, yeah,” he said blissfully. “Damn, your mouth is wet and soft.”

“Umm,” I moaned around his throbbing shaft.

The liquid heat of my arousal was spreading through me as Thomas’s silky smooth cock slid in and out of my mouth and Jamal’s finger danced over the cleft between my slowly-swelling lips.

Surprisingly, both men were being gentle, making me feel at ease, allowing me to relish the provocative thrill of two men working my body, both of them arousing me in different ways. 

They smiled at each other, each one thinking he was responsible for the moans escaping me, the one making me squirm. But to be honest, they both deserved the credit for the pleasure coursing through my body.

Thomas was eagerly trying to get more of his cock into my mouth, but he was so thick I could only take part of it. I curled my tongue around the rim circling his glans, hoping that would get him to ease up. It didn’t, so I opened my mouth as wide as I could, trying to accommodate his girth.

While struggling with Thomas’s cock should have seemed obscene to me, something you’d see in a porno movie, I couldn’t deny that it was turning me on. I reveled in the naughty and wicked feelings washing through my body. I was a participant—a willing participant—in what most people would call an indecent act. But I couldn’t have cared less. 

I gasped around Thomas’s shaft when Jamal pushed a finger under my thong and ran it over my soaked, engorged clit. I shuddered at his touch, raising my hips off the bed, an unspoken request for more. I wanted him to immerse his fingers in my pool of liquid desire.

“She likes this,” Thomas said, as he began slowing withdrawing and thrusting forward, fucking my mouth with his thick bone.

Jamal was silent as he put his thumbs under the elastic waistband and slowly lowered my lace thong over my creamy hips. I lifted my ass off the bed and wiggled my hips a little, making it easier for him to slide them down my legs and off. He held my thong in his hand as he stared at my glistening sex for a short minute.

He looked at me, lust filling his dark eyes.  

“I like a smooth pussy,” he said, his eyes taking in my recently shaved sex. He looked at Thomas. “You’re not gonna pass this up, are you?”

Thomas continued bucking his hips as he looked down at my pussy. “Damn, it’s tempting,” he said. “But I have to tell you, her mouth is amazing.”

Jamal shrugged. Holding me in his hot gaze, he put the thin material to his nose and sniffed, taking in a lung full of the scent of my moist arousal.  

“Damn, girl, you smell sexy,” he said, then tossed the scrap of damp material onto the bed. He looked down at my bald pussy, and a leering grin creeped across his lips. “It’s going to look so sexy with my black cock between those smooth pink lips.” He sucked in a noisy breath when he spread my legs apart, exposing my glistening slit.

Thomas was breathing hard as he continued to push his cock into my mouth before withdrawing it until the rim of his glans was against the inside of my lips, then back in again.

I tried to visualize the scene. Thomas’s large body was poised next to my head, his hands lost in my hair as he held me steady. His cock was stretching my lips as he steadily fucked my mouth, using it like a pussy.   

Between my legs, a large black man was exploring my cunt, taking in my scent. Jamal had not undressed yet, but there was no mistaking the tent in the front of his pants. It looked painful.

I was lost in the visual of what I was participating in when Thomas’s voice, deep and husky, brought me back to the present.

“You like having your mouth fucked, don’t you?” Thomas asked. 

“Yesss.” I moaned around his dick as he pushed in again. Sucking his cock while he talked to me like that was lewd, but it was also erotic. 

He was thick, and each time he pressed it into my mouth I felt my lips spread around it. I liked feeling the hardness beneath the velvety-smooth skin covering his cock. I stroked the part of his shaft that I couldn’t take into my mouth, drawing out more precum, its musky taste spicy and seductive.

But Jamal was busy too.

He spread my swollen lips apart, pulling them away from my engorged clit, and I felt my cunt clench when he dipped a finger into my wet slit. He slid it up and down, slowly spreading my lubrication, stopping briefly to circle my tingling clit.

The look on his face was pure bliss as he held my sex in his hot gaze, his finger playing at my opening. Watching him, desire flooded into me. I reached down and used my fingers to spread my lips apart.

“Finger me,” I said.  

“I just knew you’d be horny,” he said as he slowly sank one thick digit into me, stopping when he had only the first knuckle in me. I gasped and bucked my hips up, wanting to feel him deeper, but he pulled back, refusing me.

The heat in my cunt began to spread when he used his finger to make small circles just inside my entrance, causing shivers to run up my spine. The pleasure was intense, and I quickly felt the tightening in my stomach that signaled the beginning of an orgasm.

I groaned around Thomas’s shaft when Jamal inserted his finger deep into me. I arched my back and reached down and grasped his wrist. He must have thought I was trying to stop him, because his hand stiffened, and he resisted when I tried to move it. But as I began humping my hips up, he realized what I wanted and he relaxed, enabling me to use his hand like a dildo, his finger moving in and out of my heat. 

“Damn,” he said, watching his dark-skinned finger glide in and out between my swollen lips. “You are fucking hot, girl. I’m gonna enjoy this”

Jamal got off the bed as Thomas continued fucking my mouth, trying to push deeper each time he pumped it in. He knew he has an unusually thick cock, so he was being careful, he didn’t want me to be uncomfortable. Even so, I could feel his meaty head hitting the back of my mouth. He was much too thick for me to deep throat him, but I wanted to try.

Jamal’s back was toward me as he undressed hurriedly, tossing his clothes on the chair in the corner. His brown thighs were taut and muscular, and so was his butt. But the real surprise came when he dropped his boxers.

I pulled away from Thomas’s cock and gasped when Jamal turned around.

“Jesus!” I said, as I stared at the magnificent muscle bobbing in front of him.   I have never seen a cock as big as the one jutting from the patch of wiry black hair between Jamal’s thick legs. A thin circle of foreskin circled his glistening tip, and his balls, big and heavy-looking, were pulled tight under his shaft. 

When I looked up at him, he cocked an eyebrow.

“What do you think?” he asked.

I dropped my gaze to his huge cock again.

“What I think is that you’ll never get that thing into me.” I looked up at him. “It’s way too big.”

“Oh, don’t worry, girl,” he said. “You’re gonna to get this—all of it.”

His words sent a quiver of excitement through me. I like it when a man takes charge during sex, it makes me feel desired. And the way he spoke made me know that he would definitely take charge.

Before I could say anything more, Thomas was rubbing his cock over my lips again, trying to push his head between my lips. I looked up at him and slid my tongue over my lips, moistening them. With my gaze holding his, I opened my mouth wide and let him fill it with his hard meat as my lips closed around it.

Jamal stepped to the edge of the bed and watched me sucking Thomas’s cock, and I had a sudden desire to touch it, to run my hand down its length. I reached over and grasped his cock. It was warm, smooth, and very hard. I felt it throb as I stroked it, sliding his foreskin down, unrolling it along his shaft.

“I think she may be right, Jamal,” Thomas said. Watching me fondle Jamal’s engorged cock, he said, “She can’t even get her fingers around it, so how is she going to fit that thing in her pussy?”

“By the time I’m ready to give it to her…” Jamal’s voice drifted, as he sucked in a noisy breath between his clenched teeth when I moved my hand between his legs and fondled his heavy balls. He recovered and said, “She’ll be more than ready to take it.”

The thrill of anticipation, or was it apprehension, prickled my skin when the bed sagged under Jamal’s weight as he got on the bed and moved between my legs. I tensed, knowing what was coming.
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I sighed with relief when instead of trying to enter me, Jamal leaned over my body and flicked his tongue over my left nipple, then did the same with my right nipple, bringing each one back to life. 

His mouth so was warm, his tongue so wet and soft, that I couldn’t stop myself. I put my hand behind his head and pulled him against my breast as I pushed it up to him. But he pulled away, creating a wet suction sound as my erect nipple slipped from his mouth.

I was disappointed until I felt his lips moving lower, dropping wet kisses over my quivering stomach. I arched my hips as he moved lower, then lower, until his moist breath caressed my smooth mound.

“Yes, oh yes,” I gasped when his mouth covered my waiting, soaking sex. “Oh, fuck yes,” I moaned in pleasure as his tongue flicked from side to side over my engorged clit. 

I had heard from somewhere that black men don’t eat pussy, so it surprised me that not only was he eating my pussy, but he was good at it. Very good. This was obviously not his first time. 

I laid there, my legs spread, relishing the feel of his velvet tongue against my slick sex. My whole body warmed as Jamal lapped at my pussy, drawing out my juices as his tongue wormed into my opening.

I pulled away from Thomas’s cock, rose up onto my elbows, and looked down at Jamal, my nostrils flaring. 

“I thought black men didn’t do that,” I said.

Without stopping, his gaze rose so that he was looking over my mound. His tongue stopped only long enough to smile and say, “This black man does.”

“And he does it very well, too.” I couldn’t stop the moans escaping me as he returned to work.   

I admit that over the years I had wondered what it would be like to have two men at the same time. Whoever tells you they haven’t thought about a threesome, men or women, are being less than truthful. Not everyone acts on it, but everyone has thought about it at some time during their adult life.

Jimmy and I have a great sex life, we’re adventurous and we both work hard to keep things interesting. We had talked about having a threesome, we even mentioned Jamal a time or two during our fantasy talk, but I never expected it would ever happen. I had to smile at the thought. What would Jamal think if he knew Jimmy and I had fantasized about him joining us?

The fear I had felt when we walked into the bedroom a few minutes ago quickly turned to lust. I was laying on my back, cupping Thomas’s heavy balls, as he dominated my mouth with his thick, warm cock. Jamal was between my spread legs, his head bobbing as his tongue sent shockwaves of pleasure through me, making my body heave and shudder. 

Having two cocks was new to me, and much sexier than I had thought it would be. Hell yes, this was hotter than anything I had ever done before. And it was something I could easily get used to. I had never felt so desired, never felt so sexy. Positioned between these two men was smutty and wicked, and I was loving it. I had never felt more like a woman.

The heat of an orgasm spread through my belly, as Jamal continued licking the slick folds between my legs. I shuddered and lost control when he began tongue-fucking my pussy. Gasping, I reached down with one hand and put it behind his head. I sucked in a noisy breath and pulled him against my sex, arching my back and bucking my hips. I humped against his face, sliding my sensitive clit over his mouth until, with a burst of pleasure, my juices spilled into my burning cunt. 

“Umm, umm.” I felt the vibrations of his moans against my clit as his tongue slid in and out of me, coaxing out my orgasm.

My body tensed, I bucked against Jamal’s driving tongue. And then with excruciating slowness, the liquid heat of my orgasm began flowing through me. I held my breath, grunting, grasping at his head, as my body rocked with ecstasy. And then with a ragged gasp, I gushed the oily juice through me, coating Jamal’s handsome face.

“Ohh,” I moaned. “Oh, God! Oh, God!” I shouted, forcing Thomas’s dick out of my mouth. “I’m coming…, Jesus, I’m coming…” Jamal continued to lick my pussy, lapping at the juices spilling out of me.

A moment later my pussy was so sensitive that each time his tongue touched my clit it was like an electric current passing through me. I needed him to stop. I shifted my body, trying to pull away, but he curled his arms under my thighs and held me in place. “No.” I groaned. “Please, stop.” I bit my hand, muffling my shouts, my words muffled. “Please… I can’t take any more.”

Jamal finally relented and he released my thighs. I lowered my hips to the mattress and let out a log sigh. Thomas nudged his cock against my lips as soon as my breathing was near normal again.

I smiled up at him, then I used the tip of my tongue to make circular motions up and down his length. Thomas moaned and pushed his cock back in my mouth. I closed my lips around it as he began pumping it in and out again, this time with more urgency. I could feel his balls tightening in my palm as he picked up the pace, fucking my mouth harder, his head bumping at my throat.

“Damn, I’m gonna come,” he moaned.

He put one hand behind my head and held me in place as he grasped the headboard with his other hand. He took possession of my mouth as he took long thrusts into my mouth, going as deep as he could. When he held his cock deep in my mouth for a beat, I licked the sensitive spot just below the glans, making him moan and pull back until only his bulbous head was in my mouth.

Saliva coated my chin and ran down my neck as Thomas began to take quick, shallow thrusts into my mouth, his hand pulling my head to him. When I felt his balls tighten, the meaty orbs nearly disappearing up inside of him, I knew he was ready.

I pressed my tongue against the underside of his cock as he began fucking my mouth with abandon, grunting each time he pressed his meaty shaft into my mouth.

“Oh, Christ,” he said from between clenched teeth.

I took a quick glance up at him. His head was thrown back, his eyes closed, his mouth a straight line of determination.

I stayed with him, keeping him in my mouth in spite of his excited shuddering’s. Half a minute later he stopped and remained still, his cock deep in my mouth.

I tasted his cum as it oozed out of the hole at the tip. “Oh, Christ,” he moaned again. A long, low ragged gasp escaped from him. “I’m fucking coming…” His prick shuddered as a rope of thick, creamy cum flooded into my waiting mouth.

“Umm,” I moaned. My cheeks swelled as my mouth filled with his warm seed. “Umm, umm,” I moaned, trying to back away. But he held me in place, making me swallow a mouthful of his warm jizz.

He loosened his grip, but I kept him deep, making my mouth a tight receptacle for his seed. I swallowed, but not fast enough, and his sperm dripped from the corner of my mouth and slid down my cheek and pooling in the hollow of my neck.

He filled my mouth again and again, the warm spicy juice warming my throat, as I swallowed again and again. 

I kept sucking Thomas’s dick, slurping and drawing out the last of his cum as he began to deflate. He looked down at me, gazing at the sticky cream running down my cheek.

“Fuck!” he said. “Fuck, you sure know how to suck a dick.”

He slowly deflated as I licked him, tasting the last of his orgasm. I gently squeezed his balls and siphoned out any remaining juice. Thomas fell back against the headboard with a grunt, his breathing coming in quick, short gasps.

“Damn,” he said, nearly breathless. “I have never come like that before.”

I was too concerned with my own powerful needs to respond to him. I looked down and saw Jamal looking up at me from between my legs, smiling.

“You are sexy, girl,” he said. “Jesus, look at you.”

I could only imagine what I looked like. Thomas’s cum was sticky against my chin and neck, my hair stuck to my sweaty forehead, my lips red from the friction of Thomas’s thick cock, my skin flushed with excitement. 

“You really think so?” I stared down at Jamal as I licked Thomas’s salty deposit off my lips.

My pussy was soaked, and my clit throbbed, as Jamal rose up onto his knees. His black cock pointed menacingly at my pussy, intimidating, like some kind of angry weapon. A pleasure weapon, I thought, smiling.

“I think you’re ready, girl,” Jamal said as he knee-walked between my legs, nudging my thighs apart. I was surprised at the weight of his massive cock as he laid it on my mound.
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I spread my legs further, knowing that getting his huge cock into me wouldn’t be easy. But as I watched him grasp his shaft and slide it over my slit, coating the head with my juices, there was nothing I wanted more than to feel that formidable, meaty shaft inside of me.

I could still feel its weight as he pressed it between my lips, the smooth head bumping over my sensitive clit as he lubricated it with my juices. Still grasping it, he put the mushroom head against my opening, and I held my breath, my body tensing, as I waited for the assault I knew was coming. But he only dipped the tip in before withdrawing it again.

“What?” I gasped. “Come on, I want to feel it.” I bucked my hips, pushing my sex against him, but he just smiled wickedly and held it back. 

“You really want this, don’t you girl?” There was a wet sound as he slapped his fleshy, sinewy muscle against my slit. 

“Yes. Oh, hell yes, I want it,” I said. “You’re so fucking big, and I’ve never had anything as big as that before.” I felt wicked and naughty laying there with my legs spread, vulnerable, offering my greedy pussy up to him, begging for his prick. As much as I wanted it, I knew he had to be careful. “I don’t care if it hurts,” I said. “But I want it all.”   

“I won’t hurt you, girl,” he smiled. “I’m all about giving pleasure, not pain.” He pressed the head between my puffy lips again. “I know I have to be gentle with this.” He gently slapped the rubbery head against my clit. “So just relax. Let me do the work.”

Jesus! The stirrings of arousal going through me were crude and immodest, but I wanted him to fuck me more than I’ve ever wanted a man’s cock before.

With his hand wrapped around the base of his long, thick muscle, Jamal guided his dick to my opening again. He pushed in, just a little, making me gasp as I felt my lips stretch around his bulbous head. It felt like I had a warm, smooth, golf ball inside me. I waited him to push deeper, but instead he just pumped his head in and out of me, bringing all my nerve endings to life.

“You’re so tight,” he said, looking down at my pussy.

“Any woman would be tight for that thing,” I said.

I raised my head and looked between us, taking in the contrast of his glistening black skin against my pink lips. The sight was captivating and heady. Each time he dipped his dark prick between my pink lips, my lips swelled around it, grasping at him, trying to pull him in deeper.

He put his arms on the bed next to my shoulders and lowered himself over me, but he didn’t press himself into me.

Lying beneath this man, practically a stranger, his impressive cock poised to fuck me, I felt indecent, smutty, but at the same time I was filled with a buzz of excitement. My juices were running out of me and down my ass.

I looked up at Jamal, his face hovering just above me.

“Please,” I whispered as I pulled my legs up and pressed my knees against him. “Please, I want to feel you inside me.”

I felt myself opening, stretching around his girth, as Jamal pressed his hips down, slowly, gently, an inch at a time, letting me get used to his size. With about half of his shaft inside me, he stopped and took shallow dips, coating his shaft with my juices, lubricating himself before pressing into me again, stretching me and slowly filling me with his throbbing meat.

I looked between us again, my eyes widening when I saw his smooth, glistening tube of flesh moving in and out of me. I waited, wanting to feel all of it in me. I spread my legs wide, pushing my hips up to him.

“Come on,” I whispered. “Please don’t make me wait any longer.”

“You ready?” he asked, his voice soft and reassuring.

I nodded. “Do you want me to beg?” I asked softly.

“No, girl,” he said. “You been begging enough. I know what you want.” 
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Jamal lowered himself onto me, using his forearms to carry his weight, as he lowered his hips. I felt my pussy being spread open as he pressed into me, going slowly, sinking his thick head into the pool of hot liquid deep in my core.

My body stiffened and I held my breath, when with a long, determined thrust his hot prick intruded into me. Jamal inhaled deeply as he sheathed himself in my grasping folds.

I put my arms around him, holding on as his hot prick burrowed into me, going deeper and deeper. Gasping, I thought the motion of his thick muscle going up into my body would never stop. 

“Oh,” was all I could get out, as his smooth, bulbous head snaked into the center of my lust. He withdrew halfway, his girth dragging over my clit. Then, ‘Oh, oh…” I cried out as I felt his enormous cock push into me again, separating me, creating the most sensual, wanton, pleasure I had ever felt. I sucked in a breath when, with a grunt, his hips fell against mine, fully sheathing himself in the heat of my core.  

He was still for a long beat as he sucked in a long, noisy breath, his muscular chest pressed against my heaving breasts. I had never been so full before. I thought my cunt would burst under the pressure of his throbbing prick.

“Oh, Girl,” he said, his breath warm in my ear, “you feel good.”

His massive cock was embedded inside my cunt so tight I felt it pulse in time with his heartbeat. He laid still, giving me a chance to catch my breath, and then he slowly withdrew, spreading my juices as his cock dragged against the walls of my pussy, until about half of it was still inside me. He paused, staring down at me, his eyes glistening with pleasure. And then he smiled wickedly as he pushed into me again, his length probing places no other dick had ever explored.  

“Wow,” I said, the sound more a gasp than a word. “You are fucking huge.” My fingers dug into the smooth skin on his back as he pulled back, my juices flooding around it and spilling out.

“You like it, girl?” he asked, his lecherous smile only inches above my face.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck yes.” I whispered. “I feel so full.”

I squirmed under him, thrusting my hips up, my hands on his ass pulling him to me.   

“What do you want, girl?” he asked. “Tell me what you want.”

I looked up into his dark eyes as he stopped moving, his cock almost fully withdrawn from my pussy, leaving only his mushroom head inside my opening. 

“Fuck me,” I moaned. “That’s what I want. I want you to fuck me… hard!”

His curled his arms under me, moving his hands up until he was grasping my shoulders from behind. Holding me in his dark gaze, he pushed into me, his bone hard and intruding—overwhelming me with intense pleasure.

My breath caught, as he pushed deep into me. I pushed my heels into the mattress trying to back away, but he tightened his grip on my shoulders and held me in place as he burrowed into me, stretching me until I thought he would rip me open.

“Oh, Christ.” I moaned, shuddering with pleasure, as he impaled me with his throbbing cock again. “You’re too big. I can’t take it all.”

“You got it all,” he said, taking short thrusts in and out of me. “It’s all in you, girl.”

We laid that way for a short minute, my pebbled nipples pressed into his smooth, muscular chest, his hips laying against mine, his huge black cock embedded in my liquid heat, the head pressed against my cervix.

“Just relax, girl,” he said, his voice soft, reassuring. “You already got it all in you. You’re all tensed, that’s why you’re having trouble with it.”

I had every inch of him inside me, and while it felt a little uncomfortable, I knew that once I got used to it I’d be fine. So I did what he suggested. 

I relaxed as he slowly withdrew until he was almost completely out of me.

“That’s better,” he said as my body softened. He thrust slowly back into me about halfway, then withdrew, then in again, each time spreading my lubrication over his prick.

But I needed more. I arched my back to meet his slow thrusts, as pleasure and desire consumed not only my body but my thoughts.

Everything about this felt different from what I was used to. It wasn’t only Jamal’s size, it wasn’t just that his body was bigger, harder, and more muscular than Jimmy’s. It was the way Jamal vacillated between being gentle at times and being aggressive at other times. I think it was the not knowing what to expect, the anticipation of not knowing how he would fuck me, how he’d treat me. It was exciting, salacious, and erotic, all at the same time.

The saying, variety is the spice of life, took on a new meaning for me.

I was lying beneath a man I hardly knew, his massive prick bringing me to unexpected heights of carnal pleasure. I wanted him to slow down, to let me experience the fullness I felt in my pussy for as long as possible. And then when he was ready, I wanted him to pummel me. I wanted him to take his pleasure in me, use my body, while I extracted as much pleasure from him as I could.

“I’m going to let you two finish up.”

I flinched at the sound of Thomas’s voice. I was so caught up in what was happening, I’d forgotten he was there.

Jamal didn’t say anything, he just continued fucking me.

“I hope you enjoyed your blowjob,” I said.

“It was the best,” he said as he began dressing.

A minute later a shaft of light fell into the room as the door was opened. I looked past Jamal’s shoulder and saw Jimmy’s face. His eyes were wide, his nostrils flared, his lips parted as he peered into the room.
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His view of the bed must have given him a good view of Jamal’s big, dark cock as it disappeared between my smooth, pink lips. Why not give him something to think about, I told myself.

“Come on, Jamal,” I whispered. “My husband is watching us. Show him how a real man fucks a woman.”

He grunted as he tried to look back over his shoulder, but he couldn’t turn far enough to see Jimmy staring at us.

“He’s not in the room, is he?” he asked.

“No, why?” I asked. “Would that be a problem?”

“Not really,” he said. “But right now you belong to me. I won the bet.”

A wave of steamy, naughty, thoughts passed through my head. This could be just what I needed to encourage Jamal.

“Yes, you won the bet,” I said, loud enough for Jimmy to hear. “So I’m yours. Why don’t you prove it to my husband?”

“Prove what?”

“That you won me, that you own me.” I pulled my legs up and curled them around his thighs. “That this pussy is yours.”

Jamal picked up the pace for a moment, grunting each time he rammed his cock into me. And then with his dick buried deep inside of me, he stopped and ground himself against me, his cock stretching me further as he stirred the juices deep in my cunt.

While Jamal rocked my world, I heard the bedroom door close.

Dizzy with passion, I held on to him, my arms around his back, my nails biting into his sweaty skin. I wanted to feel every bit of him. I spread my legs until I felt his balls slapping my ass.

I gave myself over to the sex, giving in to the earthy, prurient desires filling me, as Jamal began an arduous, steady rhythm. I locked myself onto his rocking body as his pace increased, knowing I’d fall into some dark abyss if I let go.

“Fuck me, please,” I implored him. “Don’t stop, please fuck me.”

“I’m not gonna stop, girl,” he said breathlessly. “Don’t you worry about that.”

I was lost in a sexual fog, as Jamal began pummeling me, banging his cockhead against my cervix. The heat of my orgasm pooled deep in my belly, as he continued slamming his prick into my compliant body. All I could do was focus on the orgasm spreading through me.

My body stiffened and my breath caught, as the hot juices of my orgasm spilled into my pussy. I gasped and sucked in a noisy breath, holding it in, as my juices washed through me, coating Jamal’s heavy dick in my heat.

“I’m coming!” I shouted. I held onto his rocking body, feeling as if I was riding a wild animal.

He must have felt the juices slicking and heating my pussy, how could he not, because he suddenly began slamming in and out of me, banging his pelvic bone against mine, his girth spreading me apart and exposing my engorged clit to the movements of his cock.  

“Fuck,” I moaned, as my orgasm subsided and my body relaxed again. “That was hot.”

“Did I make you come?” he asked.

“Didn’t you feel it?” I looked up at him as he slowed his pace, taking long slow strokes with the entire length of his cock.

“Yeah,” he said. “But I wanted to be sure, because I’m gonna make you come a lot more.”

His words excited me, filling me with shameless desire.

“Oh, God, yes,” I told him. “You keep fucking me like that and I’ll come as many times as you want.”

My words must have encouraged him, because he began rocking into me again, driving his fleshy muscle deep into my slick heat, pulling back and then slamming into me again.

“I’ve wanted you like this from the first time I saw you,” he said as he continued fucking me. “I just never thought I would.”

“I’m glad I didn’t miss out on this,” I whispered up to him, watching him grimace with pleasure as my body shuddered and I released another soaking orgasm over his dick.

“Damn, girl,” he said. “Somehow I just knew you’d be hot.” 

We fucked for what seemed like hours, my juices flowing out of me. I didn’t want it to stop, but I could feel him tensing and I knew what was coming.

He plunged deep into me, causing me to gasp and call out his name.

“Jamal,” I hissed. “You are so deep in me.” I grasped his muscular upper arms, holding myself in place as he plowed into me. “Fuck me Jamal,” I shouted, unable to stop myself. “Come on, Jamal, fuck me. Deep and hard.” 

For just a second I wondered if Jimmy could hear me calling out Jamal’s name. I wondered what he would think if he could hear me shouting out my pleasure, shouting out my wanton desires. Fuck him, I thought. This was his idea. I would never have initiated anything like this, and he knew it.

But now, laying under this muscular, lustful, man as he used my body, I didn’t care what Jimmy thought. I wanted coarse, immodest, and raunchy sex, and I wanted my husband to know how much I was enjoying it.

Jamal’s body began to stiffen, his cock thickened, making my pussy grip him tighter. His dark, angular face tightened and his eyes clenched shut. He was the picture of determination as he pummeled my sex. I arched my back and raised my hips, giving him total access to my greedy cunt, letting him decide the pace, the depth.

I held on as he began pumping faster and harder, the bedsprings squeaking in time to his powerful thrusts as his balls slapped against my ass each time he bottomed out in me. I lost track of everything, it was like the entire world fell away, leaving me alone with this man who was pulling every stitch of excitement from me as I waited for his orgasm. I spread as wide as I could to accommodate him, to be the whore he wanted me to be. 

Sweat glistened on Jamal’s skin, making it too slippery to hold with only my fingertips, so I dug my nails into the skin on his back.

He rose up enough to look into my eyes.

“You like it a little rough, don’t you?” he asked.

A wave of heat shuddered through me. As big as Jamal is, I knew he could easily hurt me. But somehow I knew he’d know how far to go and when to ease up.

I nodded. 

“Then hang on, girl,” he said hoarsely, “cause I’m gonna give you what you don’t get at home.”

There it was. For some men, it wasn’t just sex with a woman that turned them on, it was fucking another man’s wife. I mean, everyone has their thing, and for some men their thing was knowing they were fucking a married woman. 

“Go ahead,” I urged. “Show me how you fuck another man’s wife.” I bit into his sweaty, muscular shoulder as he began thrusting into me. “Come on, fuck my married pussy.”

Jamal rose up over me, a brutish smile creasing his lips as he stared down at me.

“I’m gonna fuck you like nobody has ever fucked you,” he said. “You’ll never forget tonight.” His breath caught and he grunted each time his hips crashed into mine. 

“I’ve never been so full,” I moaned. “It feels so fucking good.”

“Better than your husband fucks you?” he asked, gasping between each word.

“Yesss…” I cried out, urging him to fuck me, letting him know how much I liked what he was doing to me. “Your cock is so much bigger than his,” I groaned. “And you are deeper than he’s ever been. Deeper than anyone has ever been.”

I knew I was getting to him. His weight pressed against me as a shudder rocked through his body. His breath was coming in ragged gasps. He rose up and grabbed my ankles, pulling my legs over his shoulders, my thighs pressed into his muscular chest.

Jimmy never put me in this position, and although it felt obscene, dirty, I liked being totally exposed to Jamal, besides, it allowed Jamal to fuck me deeper, his pelvic bone crashing into my swollen pussy lips, the bed springs whining with each powerful thrust.

I stared at Jamal, watching his eyes clench shut, his face pinched with determination, his arduous thrusts coming faster, as he arched his body over mine, then fucked me with long, deep strokes, filling me with his slippery shaft, leaving me empty and gaping as he withdrew almost completely out of me.

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned. “Oh, fuck.”

He pumped me with a few more shallow strokes, and then with a moan so deep in his body that I felt the vibrations of it against my legs, he emptied his balls into me.  

His cock was so hard, and my pussy was so full of his meaty prick, that I felt each spasm as he blasted stream after stream of his sticky seed into me. The warmth of his cum filled me as another orgasm crested inside me, our juices sloshing together and mingling.

He stroked me for several minutes after he had finished, painting the walls of my cunt with his warm, sticky sperm, the rim of his head pulling our combined juices out of me to drip down my ass.

His hard on deflated slowly, slipping from me a little at a time, until it finally fell out of me. 

And then with a grunt he fell onto the bed next to me.

“Fuck,” he said. “Fuck!”

We laid like that for a few minutes, catching our breath, staring at each other, until our heartbeats slowed enough for us to talk.

“Wow,” I said. “You flooded me.”

“I haven’t been that horny in a long time,” he said. “But I’m sorry you lost the bet.”

“Lost?” I said. “If that’s losing then I don’t ever want to win again.” I smiled at him. “I hope you got your money’s worth?”   

“Oh, hell yes I did,” he said. “The way you fuck? I might owe Jimmy some change.” He rose up on one elbow and looked at me. “Damn, I could fuck you a hundred times and enjoy every one.”

“Really?” I smiled at him. “A hundred times?”

“No problem,” he said. “Besides, I’d like you to suck me like you sucked Thomas.” He held me in his gaze. “Next time.”

“Next time? Do you think there’ll be a next time?”

“I hope so,” he said. 

“Me too.”

“But would that be okay with Jimmy?”

I gave it a moment’s thought before answering.

“Tell you what,” I whispered. “We have your phone number. I’ll call you.”

He stared at me for a long beat, doubt clouding his eyes.

“Either way, Jamal,” I said. “I promise. I’ll call you even if he says no.”
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The only light in the bedroom came from the television mounted on the wall across from our bed. I was lying next to Jimmy with my head on his shoulder, as we stared at the high definition image of Jamal fucking my brains out.

The camera had gotten a good view of what was happening; me on my back with my legs pulled up over Jamal’s muscular shoulders, his hips gyrating against my sex.

I remembered him doing that, grinding himself into me, stretching me, and the memory made my pussy tingle. Damn, the contrast of Jamal’s dark skin against my pale skin was erotic. But the contrast of my pink pussy forming a ring around his black cock was prurient, lustful—and beautiful.

The squeaking bed springs, and Jamal’s loud grunts and groans, came through loud and clear.

“Watch the way his body shudders when he comes,” I said, my voice soft, languid.

Jamal stopped moving and sure enough we watched his body shaking and shuddering as he filled me with his sperm. My pussy clenched as I watched his seed seep out around his cock and drip down my ass.

The screen went dark a moment later.

I reached between Jimmy’s legs to judge his arousal—his cock was diamond-cutter-hard.

“I’m sorry I used you like that,” Jimmy said. “I shouldn’t have done that.”

“We can stop the role play now,” I said as I gave his erection a gentle squeeze. “It’s not like we didn’t plan it.”

Jimmy smiled wickedly.

“Well, you enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

“You saw the video.” I nodded toward the screen. “What do you think?”

“I think we should do things like this more often,” he said.

“Me too,” I whispered. “And just so you know, Jamal wants to fuck me again.”

“Judging from what I just saw, he enjoyed fucking you.”

“That’s an understatement,” I said, snuggling my hips against Jimmy’s thigh.

“I can feel the heat coming off your pussy,” my husband said.

“So, can I do it again?” I whispered. “With Jamal?”

“We won’t be hosting another game for six weeks,” Jimmy said. “Maybe we can find a way to do something sooner.”

“I’ll call him,” I whispered. Jimmy’s dick throbbed in my hand. “I’m sure he’ll be glad to stop by.”

“Just as long as he fucks you in our bed,” he said. “So we can record it.”

Jimmy kissed me hard, his tongue probing deep into my mouth. When our lips separated, he said.

“I can smell them both on you,” he whispered. I can taste them on you.”

My pussy still felt stretched, gaping, the emptiness creating an ache that only a hard cock would sooth.

“I can’t wait to see how you feel after being fucked by Jamal’s big dick.”

“What are you waiting for?” I asked.

Jimmy shifted his body over me, and a shuddering gasp escaped from him when his cock slipped easily into my spongy entrance.

“Oh, fuck,” Jimmy moaned. “You feel so good, so sexy.”

Jimmy rose up, supporting his weight on his forearms. He held me in his hot gaze as he spoke.

“Do you think they knew?” Jimmy asked.

“I don’t think so,” I said. “But I was worried that someone might pick up your cards after you tossed them aside.”

“Good thing they didn’t,” he said. “They would have found the fourth jack.”

As Jimmy fucked my loose, used pussy, the digits of Jamal’s phone number played in my head.

=========
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